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Poems". * 

Agalnft that time doe I in fconceme here 
Within the knowledge of mine owne defart. 

And this my hand, again# my felfc upreare. 

To guard the lawfull reafons on thy part. 

To leave poorc me, thou haft the ftrength of lattes, 
Since why to love, I can al'cdge no caufe* 


A DueS . 

TT was a Lordings daughter, 

■“The faireft one of three 

That liked of her maftcrj as well as well might be. 

Till looking on an En^lilhman* 

The fail eft eye could fee. 

Her fancy fell a turning , 

Long was the combat doubtfull. 

That love with love did fight. 

To leave the matter lovelefte,or kill the gallant Knight, 
To put in pradife eythcr,alas it was a fpite 
Vnto the filly damfcll. 

But one mutt be refufed,morc mickle was the paine. 

That nothing could be ufed,toturnc them both togaine, 
For of the two the trufty knight was 
Wound 'd with difdaine, 

Alas fiie could nothelpe it. 

Thus art witharmes contcndingi was vidor of the day? 
Which by a gift of learning, did beare the maid away. 
Then lullaby the learned man hath got the Lady gay, 

For now my foug is ended® 
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Teem: 


Ltve-fickel 

^\N a day ( alacke the day) 

^ Love wiiofc month was ever May* 
Spied a bloftome palling faire. 

Playing in the wanton ayre> 

Through the velvet leaves the wind 
All unfeene gan pattngc find, 

That the lover (ficke to death) 

Wifiit himfelfc the heavens breach, 

Ay re (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow, 
Ayrc,would I might triumph fo : 

But (alas) my hand hath fworne, 

Nere to plucke the c from thy throne. 
Vow ( aiackcj for youcb unmeet. 
Youth, fo apt to pluck a fwcet. 

Thou for whom love would fwearc, 
Iuvo but an Ethiopc were. 

And deny himfelfc for love 
Turning mortall for thy Love. 


Lovts labour loft. 

flock* ftede not my Ewes breed not. 
My Rams fpeed not,all is amis : 

Love is dyingjFaiths defying. 

Harts denying, caufer of this. 





